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of myself. My only consolation is that although my follies
(not to use a harsher term) were so numerous and so often
repeated, yet my honoured father lived long enough to see
an end of them, and most heartily and affectionately tc
congratulate me upon my having at last steadily settled in a
fair, industrious, and honourable line of life, universally
esteemed and respected in the society amongst whom I
resided. Thank God that such has been the case and that
I have not, in addition to my other offences, to answer for
the truly heavy one of breaking a much loved father's heart.
Still, my wild oats were not all sown until long after the
period just mentioned. To return to the event of my
being driven disgracefully from home.

I left St. Albans Street, the place of my birth, and where
I had been brought up with every possible indulgence
and kindness by the most affectionate parents, with feelings
I cannot attempt to describe. At times I could not help
indulging a hope that my father (whose partiality towards
me I knew so well and had so greatly presumed upon) would
in some measure relent, but upon a recollection of the
heinousness of my offences, the fond idea vanished as soon
as formed. What then was to become of me ? An out-
cast ! Bankrupt alike in character, fame, and fortune !
Lost in gloomy meditation, I wandered about the town until
a late hour in the evening, when I entered Lowe's Hotel in
Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, went to bed, and there
passed as wretched and miserable a night as ever unfortu-
nate or guilty man did.

I arose at eight in the morning, paid half a crown for
my bed, out of two guineas and an half which I had in
my pocket when I left home, and with a heavy heart,
almost to suffocation, walked to Young Slaughter's Coffee
house in St. Martin's Lane. Misery and distress was so
strongly depicted in my countenance that upon my enter-
ing the room and throwing myself on a seat in the most
retired part, Preston, who kept the house, instantly came
up to me and kindly taking me by the hand, in the
most feeling manner, said, "Good God, my dear Mr,